"Lottes Labours loH. 

Nath. Me her c/e, I f ' their fonnes be ingenuous, they fl u |j 
wane noinftru£fion:tt’cheir Daughters be capable , I wilj pu E i t 
to them But i ir fapit qui pane a loquitur, a {bale Feminine falij, 
tfthvs, 

E nter Iaquenetta and the Clour, te, 

Iacju. God giue you good vaotto'x.hA.Terfon, 

Ni.th . Matter P er fon , qur.fi Perfon? And if one fhould be peril 
Which is the one ? 

L'lo'w, Marry M. Shoolcmafter.he that is likeft to a hogfhead, 
Njith. Of perlinga Hogshead, a good luftreofconccitina 
turph ot Earth , Fire enough for a Flint , Pcarle enough fora 
Swine: ’cisprcttic, it is well. 

btaqt. Good Mailer Parfon be fo goodasreade mee this Let. 
ter,it was giuen me by (fofiard , andfent me from Z)e» ArmtUx 
3 bcfecehyoureade it. 

Nath. Facile precor g/eida, quando peccas omnia fub vmln j 
ruminat, and fo forth. Ah good old Mantuan, I may fpeake ot I 
thee as the traueller doth of Venice , vemchie, vencha , que non 
te vnde, que non te perrocbe.Old Mantuan, old Mantuan.Wha 
vndci ftandeth thee not , vt re fol la mi fa ; Vnder pardon fir, 
What are the contents l or rather as Horace fayes in his, What 
myfoule verfes. 

Hoi. I fir, and verie learned. 

Nath. Let me heare a ftaffe, a ftanze, a verfe, Lege Domino j, 
If Louemake raeforfworne.howthall I fweare to loue? 

Ah neucr faith could hold, if not to beautic vowed. 

Though to my felfc forfworn, to thee lie faithfullproue,' 
Thofethoughts to me were Okcs, to the like Oficrs bowed. 
Studiehis byas leaues, and makes hisbooke rhine eyes. 

Where all thofc pleafures liue. That Art would comprehend. 

If knowledge be the Marke, to know thee (ball fuffice. 

Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee commend. 

A 11 ignorant that foule,that fees thee without wonder. 

Which is tame feme prayfe, that I thy parts admire; ; 

Thy eye Toueslightaiag beares,thy voyce his dreadfull thunder 
Which not to anger bent, is mufique, andfweet fire. 

Celeftiallas thou arc, O pardon Loue this wrong. 

That fings heauens praife with fuch an earthly tongue. 


Lottes Labours loft. 

p (? d. -YaoUnde not the Apoftrophas.andlbmifTcthcaccenti 
Lctmefuperuif et h ccau g cnet * 

jq*th. Here are onely numbers ratined, but for the elegan- 
r/facilitic.and golden cadence of poefic caret : Outdius Njfo 
was the man. And why indeede Na fo , but for froellmg out the 
odoriferous flowers of fancy f the ierkes ofinuention imitancit 
nothing :fo doth the Hound his Matter, the Ape his keeper, 
the tyred Horfe his rider : But ‘Damof'ella Virgin, Was this di- 
rected to you ? , . a 

Iaqa. I fir, from one Mounuer Bcrowne, one of tnettrange 

QueenesLords. 

Nath* I willouerglancctbefuperfcript. 

To the fxow-whitc hand of the moft beauteous Lady Rofalinc. I 
will iookc agaiae on the intellect of the Lcttcr,for thenomina- 
tionofthe partie written to the perfon written vnto. 

Tour Ladifhips it all deftred implojment , B cro wne. 

Per. Sir Holof ernes, this Berowne is one of the Votaries with 
the King, and here he hath framed a Letter to afequent of the 
ftranger Queencs : which accidentally , or by the way of pro- 
greftion, hath mifearried. Tripand goe my fweete.dcliuerthis 
Paper into the hand of the King, ic may conccrnc much: ftay 
not thy complement,! forgiue thy ductie, aduc. 

MAd. Good Coflard go with me : 

Sit God faue your life. 

(fofi. Haic with thee my girlc. Exit. 

Hoi. Sir you haue done this in the feare of God very religt- 
oufiy : and as acertaine Father faith. 

PiW.Strtell me not of the Father.I doc feare colourable color;. 
But to return to the verfes, did they pleafe you fir Nathaniel ? 

Njt t. Mai ucilous well for the prn. 

Peda. I do dine to day at the fathers of acertaine Pupillo^ 
mine, where if (being rcpatt) it {hall pi cafe you to gratifiethe 
table witha Grace, I will on my priufledge I haue with the 
parents of the fortfaid Childc or Pupill., vndertake youtbien vo- 
nuto, where 1 will proue tliofe Vcrlesto bevery vnlearned, 
neither fauouring of Poetne, Wit, nor Inuention. I befcceh 
yourSocietic. 

Njit. And thankc you to : forfocietie ( faith the texc)is the 
happinefie of life. J 

E a * Peda, 


